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1 . Chapter 1 
Elsa's Exposition: 

I was always the fat kid. People avoided me so I avoided them and 
eventually hated all human touch. Fuck people. Most do nice shit so 
that they look better and therefore are owed nice shit. 

The summer before my freshmen year in college I lost a bunch of 
weight and was finally worth people's time. It was liberating at 
first, people trying to offer their services in stores as soon as I 
walked in and cute coffee house baristas writing "HotStuff" as my 
name on coffee cups. The superficial flirting eventually loses its 
luster and all you're left with is hollow conversations and pointless 
relationships where you talk about bullshit. It's hard to form 
relationships after you've been turned away and ignored for so long, 
so when someone wants to become closer to me, my suspicions rise and 
my inner bitch tells me not to waste my breath on someone who won't 
have anything to offer. That's bitchy. Relationships are business 
contracts and bitch if you can't get me my money then I'm not going 
to sign the x on the line. 

That's what happens when you've been life's bitch, you never allow 
yourself to be used and stay aloof to keep people interested but not 
enough to attempt anything. The irony is that you're extremely 
vulnerable about being vulnerable at any level. You're an egg, and if 
you aren't touched and given pressure to anywhere but the top, then 
you won't crack. Don't touch me and ask me about my thoughts and 
feelings. It gets really depressing and I'm not paying you to listen 
to me talk about my grandma offering to pay for fat camp or when I 
cut myself in 10-llth grade in high school. Yeah, already 
uncomfortable, you aren't paid $150 an hour to listen so don't 



ask . 


2 . Chapter 2 

"You need to try to open up to others Elsa, or you're always going to 
be stuck on your own. There's going to be a point where you're going 
to need someone, who isn't your therapist and no one will be there 
because of how much you isolate yourself." 

Dr. Olaf Valenstein, my therapist and unethically, my only friend. He 
was a short man with a milky complexion and had the nose offensive 
shows give to all jewish characters. He probably had three remaining 
strands of hair on his head and had a silly bucktooth smile. 

"I know, but it's easier said than done. Jesus, I'm fucking 19 and I 
can't have a normal conversation with someone unless I'm paying 
them . " 

"If you keep that cynical outlook, you'll run out of options. This 
next week the goal is to talk to one person, it doesn't matter what, 
but as long as you initiate the conversation and share one thing 
about yourself, you'll have made progress." 

"Fine. Don't be surprised if I haven't had a single conversation with 
someone . " 

He chuckled, "Elsa, knowing that I asked and am looking forward to 
hearing your experience means you'll have some sort of story to tell 
me next week. It's 9:00, you have class in 30 minutes. See you next 
week . " 

"Thank you Dr. Valenstein." 

The fall air was crisp and my breath fogged my glasses as I walked to 
my physics class. Leaves crunched and I created scenarios where I 
would ask someone how their day was or talk about enjoying the inside 
the science building, the warm air reddened my cheeks and my face 
began to defrost. Professor Maurice was late again, well not late, 
just not in his classroom before class started. I leaned against the 
wall next to the classroom and sighed. Looking to my right, the a 
huge window framed an image of a huge oak tree and underneath it was 
this really attractive guy with white hair. I have no idea why I was 
attracted to him, maybe we were lovers in a past life and our souls 
are forever wandering in search of each other, or just my personal 
sexual frustration. Spiritual or not, I wanted to fuck him. He was 
always with a sketch pad and did that adorable thing where he bit his 
lower lip while he was deep in thought. God, I'm a creep, but fuck 
that's what happens when you've never dated anyonea€ | Or had about 
two friends on averagea€ | OR have body image issues and don't allow 
anyone to touch you. Ever. 

"First one again, Ms. Johnsson?" 

"Yes sir." 

"Well, good morning." 

"Good morning." 



Perfect example of my conversations. Four lines. 


a€ | 

I dreamt of that guy under the oak tree. It wasn't a wet dream, just 
a very sweet one where I was wearing a sundress and a big sun hat 
while my lap cradled his head. Corny as hell, but also cute. Yes, we 
were in a meadow. And yes we were under an oak tree. The fluffiness 
of the dream almost made me vomit but still enjoy the 
aftertaste . 


Snow, (yes her name is Snow, her mom was a stripper, and her name was 
Summer. She thought it would be cute if she had an S theme in their 
family, she has another daughter named fucking Spirit) couldn't make 
it to work so I had to cover her. Her boyfriend also wasn't working 
the shift so they were probably fucking at his apartment and 
afterwards ordering a pizza and watching Netflix. Chill and then 
Netflix, I guess I would call that relationship goals, it's not like 
I'm not envious. I just think both of them are complete idiots and 
her boy Michael doesn't like condoms because "they feel weird and I 
don't know how they could actually work," I don't think the world is 
ready for the Jesus of the dumbasses. 

The coffee shop as a typical hipster oasis where the coffee is fair 
trade, organic, non GMO, and gluten free. Yep, gluten free coffeea€| 

I can't say anything. The pastries are of the same hippie caliber and 
the walls were scattered with obscure French jazz and Scandinavian 
metal bands. The furniture was faded and smelt like dust and 
bookshelves were filled with Independent and unknown poets and 
magazines from the 90s. Overall it was pretty rad. Like an eccentric 
art teacher. And the name was pretty amazing too, "The Singin' 
Bean"... I have no words, fantastic. 


I work as a barista and a cashier, the place isn't a Starbucks so 
only the hipsters, loners, stoners and old folks come here. The place 
just got wifi 3 months ago and the owners had to come up with a 
completely new menu to keep their cafA© alive. Now we had "coffee 
frapps" and macchiatos, oh yeah. They weren't bad at all, I liked 
them, but the other baristas didn't know how to make one that tasted 
good . 

"Oh dear I have no idea what to get." A sweet old woman was standing 
in front of me and looking up at the chalkboard menu. 


"What are you in the mood for?" I asked with a smile. I hated talking 
to people my own age, but kids and old people were great. They didn't 
beat around the bush. 


"Coffee, but I don't know what these other kinds are." 

"Would you like it hot or cold?" 

"Cold coffee? Wow, things have changed. _Hmm_ I suppose I could try 

it . " 


"Would you like cream and sugar?" 

"Oh yes please." 

"Would you like that as a frappA© or on the rocks?" 



"I wanna see was this trap thing is. 


I chuckled, "yes ma'am. Size?" 

"Oh small please." 

"Alright, I'll have that ready for you in just a moment." 

"Thank you dear." 

After my shift I noticed the same old lady sitting outside on the 
bench in front of the cafe. She was reading a book and had finished 
her coffee, I might as well say good bye, I actually enjoyed her. 

Then it dawned on me, I still hadn't had a conversation like Dr. 
Valenstein had asked me to do. Oh shit, well, I could do this, she 
was a sweet old woman, not a dumb 18-year-old. 

"Did you enjoy the coffee?" 

The old woman stopped and looked to the right. I was on her 
left . 

"Excuse me?" I asked again. 

She looked to her left, finally, with a look of innocent 
confusion . 

"Oh hello again dear, lovely day." her wrinkles outlined her smile 
and the glint in her eyes reflected the young state of mind she 
held . 

"Yes ma'am, very beautiful. Did you like the iced coffee?" 

She laughed, "Oh yes, it was refreshing, my my, things have changed, 
sometimes I wonder how you kids come up with these things." 

I wouldn't consider an iced coffee the innovative rival of the 
smartphone, but I guess when I'm at that same age there's going to be 
some pretty weird shit so I have no place to judge. 

"Haha, well you know the Italians have been doing crazy things with 
coffee for a while now." I think. 

"I lived in Italy for a year with my late husband, he was a pilot you 


"What was his name?" 

"Charles James Frost. The Englishman that swooned me with the glance 
of his ocean blue eyes." 

I smiled at the idea of how well she preserved her husband's image. 
She was a 14-year-old girl in an elderly woman's body. A fresh mind 
with an aging body. 

"He sounds dreamy when you say it like that." I giggled. 

"He was the stuff of dreams, I bet you they based a prince off of him 
in the pictures. He might not be here now but, he's taken up so much 



of my heart that he'll always be some part of me. That's when you've 
found someone, when you each give a piece of yourself to the other to 
always keep." 


3 . Chapter 3 

It was clear that at the point of my little sister's birth, my mother 
used it as an opportunity to have the daughter she always wanted. 

Like with all families with more than one child, there is a favorite. 
Anna is the favorite. Anna is beautiful, and extroverted, sweet, 
confident, optimistic and basically the opposite of me. She lives her 
life in a ballet studio and is surrounded by other beautiful dancers, 
and laughs and sings anda€ | Not me. Growing up, I tried all of the 
sports, even lacross and synchronized swimming, and I hated all of 
it. The only thing that peaked my interest was music, specifically 
the piano, and like every wealthy family of the Caucasian variety, 
there was a piano for no particular reason other than my parents won 
it at an auction. My parents tried to be interested in my music, but 
it wasn't as cute as Anna in a pink tutu and small ballet slippers. 

My mom was the one that really showed her favoritism of Anna, and 
because my dad didn't understand the whole ballet thing, he would 
often read while I practiced piano. 

It's not that my mother is a terrible mother, it's just that she's 
very honest, and louda€ | And I'm not anything like my mother so 
therefore I'm not the golden child in her eyes. It's not that my mom 
isn't a good mom, or that she doesn't love mea€ I'm just not Anna. I 
don't remember much before Anna was born, I'm only three years older, 
but there aren't any real memories of me and my mother. 

I'm like my dad, quite, awkward and smart, but not smart when it 
comes to people. He and I have always had a silent understanding that 
can be felt when we go on long walks, read in this study or when I 
practice piano. And simple phrases between us mean so much more, "I 
like the piece you're practicing.", means "You've improved so much, 
I'm so proud of you." My mom has to have everything spelt out for 
her, why my mom and dad are married is a complete mystery. I was 
thoroughly convinced that they were some arranged marriage to ensure 
an alliance between their families businesses. Then I see moments 
where they're watching something together, and my mom is talking and 
asking questions the entire time, but my dad is patient and answers 
all of her questions. 

My dad holds this patience for my mom, like he finds her commentary 
and questions intriguing, and answering her question is his quest in 
lif e . 

I don't truly understand ita€ | But then again I don't think I should 
question the reason for my existence. 

a€ | 

"Come on Elsa, I really think you should come with me!" There is this 
huge party at a sorority house and my best friend Belle wanted me to 
go. Belle, well her real name is Isabelle, is both my dorm roommate 
and my best friend, we both attended the same music camps over the 
summers all throughout high school. She was someone who could 
understand a need for quiet and alone time, while also being able to 
hold a deep conversation during an interesting topic, which is why I 



questioned her pleading me to come with her to this party. 


"Who is he?" 

"WHAAAATT? ! " 

"Who are you trying to put your dreamy standards on now?" 

"Please come with me, I swear I'll be with you the entire time. And 
this guy is honestly really sweet and kind, he's a teddy bear. COME 
ON ELSA!" 

"How are you so good at calculating the jet propulsion of a fighter 
plane, but you're a complete idiot when it comes to romance?" 

"Don't be an icy bitch right now, I need a wingman tonightaC i I heard 
that, that dude you've been creeping on will be there." 

Fucking hell, this bitch is smart. Or I'm a complete idiotaC i I'm an 
idiot . 

"Fine, but if something happens and I get uncomfortable, I'm 
leaving . " 

"Oh thank you! Elsa I swear you'll have a good time!" She squealed 
and hugged me . 

"I have to go figure out what I'm going to wear tonight, you should 
too . " 

After she skipped away from me, I took a deep breath, that bitch owes 
me, but the idea of getting out of the dorm did sound better than 
doing my English report. And maybe I'll do the normal college thing 
where you get so drunk you hookup with someone and regret it for the 
rest of my lifea€| Maybe. 

a€ | 

"Elsa, you can't wear that." 

I looked down at what I was wearing, "Why? What's wrong with 
it?" 


"Look like a librarian, and not even the sexy kind. You look like the 
kind that knits in their free time, and watches Full House every 
night . " 

"What's wrong with it?" 

Belle ignored me as she rummaged through her closet, holding up 
dresses and tossing them aside after she shook her head. 

"You're too pale for this dressa€| HmmmmmmmaC | " 

"Belle, please, just let me wear-" 

"PERFECT!" Belle spun around with a smile filled with satisfaction, 
the I'm a genius feeling. She held up a dark blue dress. The bodice 
had cream embroidered flowers, and three quarter sleeves, it was 
shortaC | 



"Belle, I don't know, it's lovely buta€ i It's so short." 


"Put it on, please, for me." 

In the bathroom I put on the dress and looked in the mirror. Four 
months ago I wouldn't even look at this kind of dress because of the 
way my body would look in it . I still see it, I've ingrained the Elsa 
that was overweight and scared. I'm even more terrified, I lived so 
long being chained up in my own body, and now that the bars have been 
broken, I'm so scared of leaving my cell. It's almost like the girl I 
see in the mirror was a cruel joke, someone put a trick mirror that 
they have at the carnivals. 

"Belle I don't know if I can do thisa€|" She walked into the bathroom 
and sighed while dropping her shoulders. 

"Elsa, you look like a million bucks. Even before you lost the weight 
you were beautiful, come on, maybe a little flirting tonight will 
help you gain some confidence." 

I closed my eyes, I'm not the same girl I was in highschool, people 
from highschool aren't here. This is your chance to start with a 
clean slate. 

"What shoes should I wear with it?" I asked 

"That's the spirit Elsa." Belle gave me smile and squeezed my hand 
before going back to her closet to hunt for some shoes. 

a€ | 

Belle made the perfect ensemble, I had cream thigh high socks with 
brown booties and I had my hair down in it's natural state. 

"Look! There he is, ADAM!" A really tall buff guy turned around, it 
was clear that he was a part of No Shave November, he was hairya€| 
Everywhere . 

"Hey Bee!" His voice reminded me of a bass, he's like a beast. (A/N 
;) LOL no apologies) 

Bee? They have nicknames? 

"Hey Adam, what's up?" 

They started talking and I was already the third wheel, I didn't talk 
to Adam, I don't even know hima€ | Thank god for apps . 


Jack's POV 

Goddammit I hate parties. Who are any of these people? Eugene owes me 
big for this one. The sorority house was huge and dimly lit, and 
music was vamped so loud that the fairy lights on the walls shook. 

Too many peoplea€ ! I do like people, I just don't like to be a 
wingman for my friends just to ensure they'll get a blow job, because 
I also want a BJ and getting paid back in delivery pizza really isn't 
doing it for me anymore. I stood in the corner with a red solo cup 



with god knows what in it and convincing this brunette with short 
hair that my buddies dick was soooo worth her time. OK it wasn't that 
but if there was an honest translation it would be that. She started 
to look towards Eugene with a playful smile and he gave her _the look 
_and she started walking towards him. Well my job was done, and time 
to leave- woah. 

All prior obligations of masturbation and then Forensic Files were 
cancelled because there has been a bombing, a blonde bombshell. Her 
hair was platinum blonde, thick and layered. She was wearing a short 
blue dress with sexy thigh highsa€ | Her chest swelled, and as you 
looked down, her waist swooped into a curve and then her hips 
finished the hourglass. I watched as she third wheeled, watching her 
friend as she talked to the huge dude, Adam, and sit on the couch 
once she had enough. Deep breath in. Here we go. 

I sat next to her on the couch, she didn't even look up to see who 
sat next to her. OK, lemme see. She shifted her legs to where one 
thigh crossed the othera€ | Damn. Her glasses only made me want to see 
more of her. Then she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. I 
watched her hands, her skin was creamy and looked soft. She painted 
her nails black, but it was chipping, her nails were short. 

"Are you ok?" 

I jolted, looking up to blue eyes that reminded me of all of the 
summer vacations I had at the beach house. Long eyelashes, and a 
button nose, lower, pouty lips. 

"Dude, you should stop drinking whatever it is in that cup." 

"Oh shit, sorry." I blushed. I don't blush, what the fucka€ | 

"No it's ok, for a moment there I was afraid you'd pass out or throw 
up on me." She chuckled, her teeth showing as she smiled. 

"What's your name? Sorry, I just haven't seen you here at school 
yet . " 

"Elsa. " 

_E 1 s a . _ 

"And you are?" She asked. Her eyes never shifting their gaze. 

"Jack, well my real name is Zachary, and at first I was called Zach, 
but because my hair is so blonde, almost white, people thought I 
looked like Jack Frost. I like it, it feels right." 

"Well, then wouldn't you say it's your real name 
then? " 

"Sorry? " 

"Well, you just said that your "real" name was Zachary, but Jack 
feels righta€ | Sorry, I mean if you think it suits you better than 
wouldn't you just think that the whole Zachary introduction was 
unnecessary?" 


She looked at me, those eyes showed no fear, only genuine 



curiosity . 


"I guess you do have a point 

"I'm sorry, that was weird, I don't mean to be a bitch, if that was 
bitchy to you." She looked down blushing. 

I chuckled, that was adorable, "I think the honesty is a little 

shocking, but it was a refreshing take. I guess you aren't 

wrong . " 

She looked up at me, her body language softened and she gave a gentle 
laugh. Who was she? 

"What are you majoring in?" I asked. 

"Climatology and Geological Sciences, basically I look at a lot of 
old-ass dirt, ice and water under a telescope and try to see what it 
means for the present. What about you?" 

"Liberal Arts. I know it's pretty vague but the term, "starving 

artist" is way too true. If I had it my way I would draw, but the 

world needs scientists so, I can't just draw." 

"The world needs people who draw. They help the world understand and 
appreciate what we have. Without art, what would be the Renaissance? 
The world today? Science and art harmoniously working together and 
letting fact and observation, as well as love of the human form and 
all that made it, be the landmarks to escape the Dark Ages." 

Her eyes were sparkling now, and everything about her lit up with 
passion and beauty. She was beautiful, and had said everything I 
didn't know I needed to hear and I didn't know anything other than 
her Major and first name. 

"Hey Elsa we need to go!" A cracking voice called from the 
door . 

Elsa turned to look at the friend she arrived with, she had streaks 
of black painted on her cheeks. 

"Oh sorry Jack I have to go, see you around!" And she was gone, off 
with her friend and out the door. 

" W o w . " 


End 
f ile . 



